with hatred or with scorn and disdain, with pridfe and ar- 77
rogance. There are people who want to fight to bring
about peace—the most deluded souls of all. There will be
no peace until murder is eliminated from the heart and
mind. Murder is the apex of the broad pyramid wfcose
base is the self. That which stands will have to fall.
Everything which man has fought for will have to be
relinquished before he can begin to live as man. Up till
now he has been a. sick beast and even his divinity stinks.
He i§ master of many worlds and in his own he is a slave.
What rules the world is the heart, not the brain. In every
realm our conquests bring only death. We have turned
our backs on the one realm wherein freedom lies. At Epi-
daurus, in the stillness, in the great peace that came over
me, I heard the heart of the world beat I know what the
cure is: it is to give up,to relinquish, to surrender, so that
our little hearts may beat in unison with the great he^rt
of the world,
I think that the great hordes who made the long trek
to Epidaurus from every corner of the ancient world
were already cured before they arrived there. Sitting in
the strangely silent amphitheatre I thought of the long
and devious route by which I had at last come to this heal-
ing center of peace. No man could have chosen a more
drcumlocuitous voyage than mine. Over thirty years I
had wandered, as if in a labyrinth. I had tasted every joy,
every despair, but I had never known the meaning of .
peace. En route I had vanquished all my enemies one by
one, but the greatest enemy of all I had not even recog-
nized—myself. As I entered the still bowl, bathed now
In a marble light, I came to that spot in tfie dead center
where the faintest whisper rises like a glad bird and van-
ishes over the shoulder of the low hill, as the light of a
dear day recedes before the velvet black of night Balboa
standing upon the peak of Darien dould not have known a

